Autocratic Flash 


Author: Highway Joe 

Bands: The Police 

Characters: Andy Summers, Stewart Copeland, Sting 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Mon Jul 30 2007 16:46:39 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter the One 


Author's Notes: 

On 29 July 2007, | saw The Police at Fenway Park in Boston. Hours before the show, sidewinder [who rattled 
for seven hours in a car to get to Boston] and | visited a small gallery showing of Andy Summers\' tour 
photographs. \"Ah ha," | said as | looked at a shot of a setlist. \"Plot bunny." And--since it was short and did 


not involve French translations--here tis. Voila. 
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"Come on, mate. Just one more time. For old Anders, right? The shot | took last night nearly turned out 
perfect, but your ruddy hand got in the way. So one more, right? For old Anders." 


"Old Anders should piss off," Sting murmurs. The murmur is coloured along the edges with equal parts 
dismissal and good humour and the vague, autocratic ring his voice has acquired in the five years Andy has 
known him. A black Sharpie skips in staccato jabs over torn, white sheets of paper as Sting writes out setlists 
for every corner of the stage and backstage wall he feels should have a setlist. "lm working. Point that 


camera somewhere else." 


Andy's fingers play over the shutter. The camera body lies cradled between his blunt, veined hands. "Aw, look, 
mate, its simple. All you've got to do is pause as you're writing out a song title, | snap the picture, and you 


move on" He peeks over Sting's shoulder at the list of songs. "What're you adding next?" 
"Roxanne." 
"Good. Good. That's a good one. Did well, dinnit? Got in the charts." 


"As | recall, it failed to chart when it first stumbled out, and it failed to crack the Top I0 on its encore." 


There's a pause as Andy fiddles with the camera straps. Sting's Sharpie hovers above the page, blunt cap 
pointed at the ceiling. The muscles along his jaw contract, kinetic in the absence of much interest in Sting's 
eyes. They remain fixed on the blank space beneath "Message in a Bottle." The skin below his lips tightens and 
relaxes and tightens again as Andy stands at his back The spasms along his jaw seem the only breathing, living 
part of him. 


Andy raises his camera, hopeful. 


"Fine," Sting says. "Tell me when" He inks out the first four letters of Roxanne. R-O-X-A- His hand tenses to a 
standstill as Andy grunts, "Stop" with the terse urgency of an artiste. The camera hums and whirs, Andy's 
fingers coaxing the zoom lens with fractions of movement. One pink sliver of tongue peeks out between his lips. 
"Almost there.. almost there.." He sucks in a silent breath, squeezes the shutter. 


A burst of flash slams into the left side of Sting's face, the set list illuminated for one brilliant second. The 
words vanish in the heartbeat before the camera's light is gone and the muted copper glow of the hotel room 


lamp settles back onto everything. 


Andy draws away from Sting, all business, checking the camera settings. He tosses out a quick, "Cheers" and 

moves on. His footsteps thud over the hotel room carpet, already turning outside the door and down the hall 
He's off to find the road crew or the hotel staff or a lone, potted plant or some slanted shadow. Whichever 

comes first and shows promise of a good BEW contrast. 


Stewart crosses one leg at a sharp angle and remembers to suck at his cigarette. Black and white, he muses. 
His eyes follow the fleshy dip between Sting's thumb and index finger as he resumes his drafting of setlist 
after setlist. There's something to be said about black and white. Something complicated. Something brilliant: 
Something hundreds have said and attempted to say and been forced to say before. The monumental conceit of 
his attempted philosophy buries Stewart. It guts him and shoves his thoughts back into the warm, murky 
darkness of his mind. 


He takes a drag and gazes at the side of Sting's face. He fancies a bit of the camera flash still clings to it. 
Traces of light wink in and out of platinum dyed hair and that ridiculous, stubby nose of his. 


Ridiculous. 
Now that's a word that should attach itself to Sting more often 


What was that he thought about his voice before? Pedantic? A professor grading midterm examinations. No. 
Something royal. Autocratic? Autocratic. 


What a word. 


"That's the black and white right there," he says. He jabs the lit end of his cigarette in Sting's direction, pin- 
pointed right over the tip of his nose as Stewart screws his left eye shut. 


"Yeah," Sting murmurs. He sets out a blank piece of paper, Sharpie held ready. "Andy's getting good at that 
photography thing." 
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